JONN.A.DREAMS,

ho sits ont in the orchard bowers,
bbles of apple-bloom?
W}I‘:?:i:s E&I th:scl(:)oek,nmo( the baby flow-

! 'Ande"-'wept the grass with o windy
! broom?

Jack-a-Dreams, Johna-Dreams, radiant
1]

Bndeettngf;dy from dawn till ni hl;e o

ing his tunes on rose an llow,

Th;::lm:l‘l“fhe.:tr;n;o in the harp o¥ light.

His are the boatlings Jow in the valleys,
Cobweb cordage and woven kcel'h'
He lights them over with dew, his gal-

| Andegi'riel from the dock on Arachne’s
! wheel, .

Jack-a-Drenms, John-a-Dreams, day's a-
dying!
Tnko) \u’} your brush and dabble the
west, )
Leave us your po;mnn 1_'lmre :\zﬂ,v‘l'ng.
t with stars for n silver crest!
- —Alice Brown, in 8t. Nicholns,

By Edith Berkeley.
R A
‘ 14 HEREVER he have
S ;g ; got to, he will be
twenty-six this bless-
ed day, will be Mas-
ter John,” sald Nurse Cotter goftly to
herself as she stood in a shady corner
of the old-fashloned garvden, her eyes
bent upon a thick pateh of sweet vio-
let leaves growing almost wild under
the mossy wall, “Plauted them him-
self, he did, my pretty boy, when his
bead was little higher than the kitch-
en table, and Miss Kitty belping, of
course. Always together, they was,
and now two years gone and no sign
of him, Magter bas altered a good
deal gince the weary day he left us,
But for Miss Kitty, dear lamb, there
would hardly be a sound of life now
in the bouse. Oh! Master John, Mas-
ter John, do you think thils day of your
sweetheart, Miss Kitty, of your home
and the old nurse as loves you?"

Very tenderly the old woman's wrin-
kled, toll-worn hand touched the fresh,
green leaves, as memorles of the stur-
dy young rascal who bad planted the
violets stole back to her heart, How
proud she bad been of John! He was
the orphan nephew of her late mis-
tress, who bad adopted him, but she
had dled goon after Kitty's birth, and
it was Barah Cotter who had taken
care of everything and worked early
and late for “them precious children,”
for her master, SBebastian Stuart, was
an absent, highly irritable man who
rarely quitted his study.

‘When the boy grew up rather wild
nurse declared that he was but high
spirited, and whatever his faults he
was devoted to Miss Kitty, and that
no one could deny. But Kitty was the
one creature for whom her father
cared, and consequently bhe looked
with a jealous eye on his nephew, and
the least word from the lad was guf-
ficlent to open the vials of his wrath,
Two yenrs previonsly, when John bad
come down to spend his birthday as
usual, his uncle had suddenly missed a
number of bank motes, Jack alone
bad been In hig study; Jack was
known to be in chronic difficulties, and
there was a terrible scene, ending in
the young fellow being ordered out
of the house, never to return or see
his cousin again,

He went, and the following autumn,
When nurge got gut her master's win-
ter coat, there were the notes, crum-
pled up in a pocket, and she remem-
bered he bad worn it last the week
before Master John had been home,
Then contrith”, sharp and stern,
selzed upos.. ~0astian Stuart, and he
advertised diligently, but nothing was

Beard of Jack, and time rolled on,
. “Well, I must go and make my
. eakes," nurse muttered, sadly turning
away. “Mlsg Kitty will have them,
like as he was coming down, Ah, dear!
it goes hard to lose them as you have
nursed and dressed and tended."

The violet pateh seemed a favorlte
6pot that spring afternoon. Kitty
came there presently, and turning up
her frock went down on the damp sofl
to search among the leaves for the
fragrant little flowers,

“It seems a long time to walt,” she
confided to the mossy wall as she
8tood against an old tree arranging
her blossoms, the bright sunlight fall-
g on her chestnut head. “But if he
is allve be will come back, He never
broke a promise to me, There are al-
ways violets out for Jack's birthday,
I never knew them to fail"

“And we always wore half each and
Dow you are keeping them all,” sald
an eager volee behind her,

Bhe turned to gee a tall, bronzed
man; she turned to see her boy sweet-
beart, and the sad days, the lonely
months, were all forgotten as the two
Who had carried the violets from the
woods and tended them gs children
wet in that shady corner ngain,

“He Is 5o sorry, Jack,” she sald at
length, when the tale was told. "You
will not be hard on bim, will you
dear?”

“Hush! Here he comes.”

And strangely enough, a third visl-
tor, came toward the bed of violets
Dow, a bent, dreamy-eyed old gentle-
Mg, who nearly possed them, ang
Pen stopped abrgptly,

P l\

“Jack, ,my Doy, back
erled. “I was a wicked old man,
Jack, Can you forgive me?”

Of course he could, producing the|
torn plece of paper on which was the
advertisement. In Havana he had
taken it to light his pipe and suddenly
ecanght sight of his own name,

“It has done me good, you know,"
he sald in his deep, frank volce,
“Roughing it always does a fellow
good, If he puts his back Into it, Now,
1 want a birthday present from you,
uncle, one I ghall know how to take
care of,” and he drew Kitty forward.

It was with a curfous mist in his eye
that Sebastian Stuart put her bhand
into Jack's broad palm and blessed
them. He had made a terrible mlm’
take; he had nearly wrecked two lives,
It I not always that things come out
right at last, and he was a thankful
man that day.

Spring evenings are chilly, and the
spotless kitchen, with Its cheerful fire
and the scent of hot cakes seemed n !
very pleasant place as the young cou-
ple stole up to the back door, much
as in the days of yore they had re.
turned from meadow or wood and
gone stralght to thelr best friend.

“To think that he should have a% |
come this very night, my own dear
boy!" murmured the old woman, after
another errand to the sitting room,
where on various pretexts she kept
going to look at Master John, to sur
reptitlously lay a trembling hand on
his big shoulder, or the crisp halr that
had always been so hard to comb,’
“Aye, the Lord has heard my prayers;
I have got both my children again,
and Master John will gleep in his own
little room again to-night!"—American
Queen, ‘

A Dutoh Fisherman's I ouse,

The interlor of one of these tiny

Katwijk houses s a study in simplic |
ity; the large room I8 kept for Sun

days and for company—incldentally

serving as a bedroom for the family,

In the walls are sets of doors, ke

cupboard doors; behind these are hox.

like compartments In which are built |
beds. The other room s kitchen and '
living room. The old Duteh hearth Is

In the corner; a copper kettle hangs

from the erane. The table before the

window, with Its china coffee gervice

always ready, is a feature of every

home. 1In the cupboard are just

enough plates, kniyes and forks for
the family. Cleanliness seems the |
watchword of every household, for'
everything glistens from the brick door-

steps, where lle the white sabots, to

the fascinating brass and copper uten-

sils banging about, The women's du-

tles are not many, thelr cares few;

having serubbed the house within and

without they linger about street cor-

ners gossiping or stand for hours out
on the dunes, arms akimbo, looking
out to sen.. But out In the fields they

do labor hard, Up through the gray
mist thelr sturdy figures loom darkly
a8 bending over hoe or stooping to the
earth they toll silently, patiently, from

dawn till dusk, Wives and daughters
of the fishermen gpend many of thelr |
days mending the huge nets, which,

stretched out over the dunes, envelop

them In a clinging vell of black, Along

the edges sit the women, wooden

necdle and stout cord in hand, repair- |
Ing the great gaps and yawning holes, !
stopplog occaslonally to drink a cup

of hot coffee brought out to them in

pots by the children.—Outing,

Muking Lemons Sour.

How often does a lemon fail to live |
up to Its sour reputation! Until lately
Ameziean lemons were more likely
to thus fall than forelgn ones, the rea
son of which was that Amerlean grow. J
ers did not know how to cure lemons, |
Tke frult was never tart enough,
There wounld be plenty of julce, shut it
contained a high percentage of sugar
and a small percentage of acld, which
made it unmarketable, But a few
years ago the lemon growers clubbed
together and sent experts over to Italy
and Spaln to learn the business, and
now they are producing much better
results, They pick the frult before It
begins to turn yellow, and put it In a
curing house, where It is kept at an
even temperature of about fifty de.
grees for about twenty days, which
“sweats out” all the sugar, It Is then
removed to another temperature for
eixty days more before it is ready for
the market, Thus the highest degree
of acid and the largest degree of julce
can be obtained. One of the curious |
effects of this “sweating"” process is to
reduce the thickness of the skin. It
originally grows thick and tough, but
the acid seems to eat it up.—Beverages,

Changing the Subjeet,

An ovriginal method of closing a eon.
versation was adopted by a host at a
dinner party the other day. A young
man had turned it to a tople which he
did not care to discuss, and angry
glances falled to make any Impression, |
“Now, then,” sald the bost at last,
“let's change the conversation. ‘For
what we have recelved, ete.—London
Globe,

Componite Maxims,
A penny saved spoils the broth,
A fool and his money corrupt good
manxers,
A word to the wise Is a dangerous |
thing,
A guilty consclence 18 th

luvention.~The Century,

agafn!”  he »

v

Time Always Gets Its Revenges.

Here's a little truth sublime,
Full of wisdom deep:
No mn'llovtrtb:nun ?m;
ing i m sleep.
By stealing 3 iiadelphis Record,

At His Tallor's.

“It's a magnificent suit, sir."

“Yes; what a pity I don’t fit it."—In.
dlanapolis News.

Unwelecome Knowledge.

Mother—"What I8 baby crying about
now?"

Bobby—*'Cos I took his cake an®
ghowed 'im how to eat it."—Boston
Globe,

Woman's Alms.
“Why Is a woman such a poor shot?"
queried the Simple Mug.
“Glve It up,” sald the Wige Guy.
“Because she alms at Mrs,"—Phila-
delphia Record.

And Enjoys It,
“Do you get a rest every summer,
Mr. 8hadds?"
“Oh, yes, thank goodness; I'm only
in business—I'm not in soclety."—De-
troit Free Press,

Hands O,

“What have you got that sign ‘Hands
O’ posted outside your works for?"
asked the curious individual.

“Because,” returned the jocular mill
owner, “my men are on strike,"—Ihil
adelphia Record.

A Plausible Defence.

Sunflower — “I'm good for lots of
things; you don't work at all, do you?"'

Castor-bean Plant — “Don't work?
Say, where did you think the furniture
factories got all thelr bureaus, bed and
chailr rollers?’—Chicago Record-Her-
ald,

Amiablility Xteelf,

“I am afraid that my conversation
Is uninteresting,” said Willle Wishing-
ton,

“Don’t let the thought trouble you,”
answered Miss Cayenne, sweetly, “I
was a lttle bit sleepy anyhow.'—
Washington Star,

A Candid Annonnecement,

“Mike,” sald Plodding Pete, “de
world owes us a living.”

“Yes," answered Meandering Mike,
“but In order to collect it we've gotter
do somethin' to convince de world dat
we're allve, An' dat's too much
trouble,”—~Washington Star,

Bad Operation,

Boynton — “Harding tells me he is
suffering from an operation."”

Sawyer—“I hadn't heard of It.
glcal, of course?”

Boynton—“No, this was a finanelal
operation, Gibbong borrowed $10 of
him yesterday.”—Boston Transcript,

Sur.

The Liternry Merry-Go-Round,

Stubbs—“Whenever I write a poem
I hustle it off to an editor as soon as
possible,”

Skitts—~“Any special reason?”’

Stubbs—“Why, you simpleton, I
want to get It back again as soon a8
possible,"—Chicago Record-Herald,

A Timely Warning.

He—"Do you think a man wants to
wear bracelets?”"

She—"Well, If a man wants to wear
bracelets I think he ought to wear
them, so that everybody will know
he 18 the kind of man that wants to
wear  bracelets,"—Chicago Record-
Herald.

Conslderation.

Dellghted Client—"I understand you
have won damages for me!"

Attorney—"'Yes, sir—ten dollars,”

Delighted Client—“Good! What are
your charges?”’

Attorney — “In view of the small
damages awarded I will reduce my

fee to fifty dollars,”—Ohlo State Jour-
pal,

Candor,

“I suppose,” sald the effusive lady
who was visiting the Meektons, “that
your wife Is sure that she has the best
husband that ever livea?"

“Yes,” answered Meekton, with
something llke a sigh, “but at the same
time I don't belleve she thinks that Is

saying much for me.” — Washington
Star.

Not Worrled.
“Can you understand all of Shakes
peare's works?" asked one student,
“No," answered the other, “But I
don't let it worry me, I don't believe
Shakespeare himself could have under-
stood some of the things he wrote af.
ter the stage managers and literary
commentators gotthrough with them,”
~Washington Star,
A Great Help,
Wife - “Never mind if you have
failed, dear. I have $1500 saved up
from the pin-money that you have
glven me from time to time,”
Husband (Joyfully)—“You make me
feel easler. What a help!"
Wife—“Help! I should 8ay 8o. Why,

| on this money I can keep up my ward.
= Leslie'n | good

a

year to come,"”
Bt

L

Discusses a Visit of Mra. Arp to
Daughter and Grandchildren.

TALKS IN A HIGHLY PLEASING STRAIN

Reverts to Many Matters that Will Re.
Joice His Better Half When
She Returng Home,

My wife went off to the country to
spend the day with one of our daugh-
 ters and her children. We expected
| her fo return that evening, but got 8
| message that she would spend the
pight and the next day and maybe
longer., Thinks I to myself, she wants
me to send her word to come home,
! and I won't. It has been & long time
since the runaway. We missed her,
but made no sign. Her chair was va-
cant. Her familiar volce was no long-
er heard. The pantry keys hung &l-
lent on the nail, Nobody called me
from the window to stop working in
the garden and rest while the sun was
| 80 hot.
| out or the hominy or the lard or some-
thing else, for something is always out
at our house. Little grandchildren
come to gee us and don't stay long
“eos granma aln't here.,” Everything
looks like a funeral. Lonesome isent

cestor 18 not crulging around; when
we cant hear the rustle of her dress,
nor the sound of her volce nor see her
stitching away on some infantile gar-
ment or reading over again the last
letter from the far away boys.

But the girls gave me a hint and
sald now was a good time to paint the
kitchen and surprige her, for she has
been talking about those old dirty,
dingy, smoky walls ever and anon once
or thrice in awhile. 8o I opened my
big heart and little purse and sent for
the painter to come early in the morn-
ing. He came and did a nice job of it
in a day. The kitchen looks llke a
parlor. The cook woman caught on to
the surprise party and scoured the ta-
bles and the tinware and then went
home and put on a clean, new dress.
My wife came home this morning,. We
gave her a kind welcome, but made
no gign. She was glad to get home
and Indulged in more hilarity than us-
ual. Bhe cruised around looking at fa-
millar things and places. Soon ghe
wandered toward the kitchen and we
kept In halling distance and watched
her. Suddenly thers was a scream of
delight as she looked in at the open
door. “Well, I do declare, Did I ever.”
That Is all she sald just then, for she
turned and came hastily to me and
kigsed me. She took me by surprise,
for she quit kigsing me years ago. That
kiss more than paid for the paint and
the painting. These little sweet sur-
pRjses are the best part of domestic
life. They beat wealth and high life
and political honors and fame, and are
the next thing to religion, for they are
founded in love,

“All thoughts, all passions, all delights
Whatever stire this mortal frame,
All are but ministers of love
And feed its gacred flame,”

These are the songs of birds in the
trees—the flowers by the wayslde that
comfort us in the Journey of life. Song
birds and flowers! There {8 nothing in
the wide world that gives such empha-
8is to the love of God for His crea
tures. We need food and raiment and
of course, the human family would per-
Ish without them. But the binds and
flowers are extra gifts to minister to
our senses, our emotions. How fortun.
ate for us that as we grow older we
love them better. When I was a very
busy man and had ambition to rige in
the world and advance my wife and
children I cared uctle for birds or flow.
ers, but now they are my especlal
pleasure. iow I understand the mean-
Ing of that beautitul verse, “Consider
the Itlles how they grow. ‘they toll
not, neither do they spin, yot SBolomon
in all his glory was not arrayaed lke
one of these.” He who proviuath food
for the ravens and takes notlce of ey-
ery sparrow that falls to the ground
will surely take care of us if we trust
Him, I belleve there are but two kinds
of flowers named in fhe Bible—the
rose of Sharen and the Iy of the val.
ley—and thgse two stand pre-eminent
today for beauty and fragrance, Of
late I have been watching the rose-
bude as they unfold thelr leaves and
open Into beauty. How wondertully
they are folded upon the litlle cone
and every layer is waiting for itg time
and turn to come forth and breathe
the air and take on colors from God's
sunlight. No human fingers could re.
fold them and make & bud again, The
birth of a heautiful rose is a miracle,
It passeth comprehension and exeltes
our wonder only. Juet so Is the feath
er of a bird. The microscope she

delicately woven fabric—its . ghn

s

Nobody to say the flour is |

the word for it. There igent any word |
for the feeling when the maternal an- |

"

the most wonderful mechanism incies

y ———
delion. Human fingers (g
proach them In structure,
oexquisite and 'must come fy,
hand of God. There Is g limy
perfection of everything that i o
by man, but there 18 none of ty,
of nature. The finest campy
looks llke a blunt polated file
the mlcroscope, but the pojy
bee's sting I8 Invisible, | wish
the young folks would sometimg
and think and study nature, |
refine them in thought and feg)ip,
excite a reverence for their
How beautifully the great poety
about flowers. One eays, “Tye
blest flower that blooms g,
' gives thought too deep for ¢
| “And 'tis my talth that every fo
Joys the air It breathes." Some
ers seem valn and some are moy
( From my window I see the
cannas and the proud and lofy
| las strutting to the morning suy
‘not far away are the humble
| half hiding from the light, Tep
says, “Any nose can ravage the
of a flower, but only the purely
have a right to." I am an early
and every bright morning I vigy
| garden and inspect the fowers
| the night has opened and cut ¢
| for a fresh vase at the breakfast

The nelghbors’ chickens annoy
| for my garden ls their feeding gy
and they scrateh the barn yard muy
fram my plants. 8o on yesterday]
some chicken wire and stretch
along the fence. But I forgot to g
the gate and they came in, and
got after them they put their )
through the meshes and got
[ had fun with those chickens and i)
will not come back any more, 1
gardens are fine this fall, The
crop of beans and potatoes ar
hand, Turnlp greens and my
abound, A few tomatoes are still
and my good nelghbor, Yarbrough,
| preacher, sends us some of his
| ones every fow days, His
| Whirlwind is the finest varlety [
ever geen, Verlly the limes have fi
to us In pleasant places. Day
day uttereth speech and nlght
night showeth knowledge. Miss 54
| will be rescued, I reckon, not beo
she I8 a missionary In a barbu
| country, but because she ls an A
'can woman. The best opinlon i
! she had no business going there.
people have got more sente and
‘ not drumming up women for m
| arfes tc uncivillzed countries I
}ntun;e what a passlon some p
have fo: long distance charity,
| statistics show 65,000 arresls In
| ton the last fiscal year, and yet Bo
sends migsionaries to Turkey
preachers and teachers for the neg
. In the south. (ieorgia has only
| white convicts In her penitent
| while Massachusetts, with only &
tle larger population, has 1600,
New York state, with three times
population of Georgla, has 3600
victs, bes!des numerous reformatot
with several thousand inmates, |
truth is, that every state and ¢
large city has enough of the lawi
the ignorant and the destitute to
| for, and it is mistaken charity (00
look them and hunt fop misery afsr
But we are getting along fairly
in this blessed land and have muc
be thankful for that our norht
brethren have not, May the Lord
and guide the president 1s our pral
The south does not expect im0
lerize his party on the protective tal
or any other repubilcan principlé,
It does expect him to appolnt the
men to office, regardless of their
tles. And if his party kicks and the
ens as the whigs did John Tylen]
him say as Tyler said to Clay s
ers,, “Gentleman, you cannot )
My back 1s against the wall and I
veto these bills,” Tyler was 8
man and a comsclentious stat
but he was too pure a man to pl
either party, and, of course, Wi
,nominated for the mnext p
That may be Roosevelt's Lats.
8hall see.~DBill Arp, in Atlants C08
tution,

If you have something to
the people know it. An advert
In this paper will do the work.

e e e———— {
CROP WILL FALL SHORT.

———

Agricultural Commissloners "-‘l
Cotton .Ylol:}’gmo Bal
The convention of cotton states
missioners of agriculture adjot
sine die at H}z Springs, Arla y
day afternoon) A report of the

mittee on 'orm  fertilizer -
tees and la

was the feature o
closing day’ . It recon

to the legislatures of the cottol
that a law be passed similal
Row in force| in the

The estimate
of the cottor
bales.




